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CHAPTER L

(Copyright, 1894, by tho Author.)

vIIE new road
from Prescott to
the mining eet--

tlementa along
thc Santa Anita
followed the.
Sandy for two
or three milea;
above Apache:
canyon, then,!
turning abrupt-- ;
ly, dove under
the turbid wa--;
ters and reap--;
pcarcd, dripping
and bedraggled,:
on the opposite;

bank, where it was speedily lost in
the thick underbrush as it wound",

away eastward. Time was when the--

traii followed the canyon itself a
mere mulo path but over since the;

'

night of tlio big cloudburst that swelled' ,

the stream to the foreo and fury of a:

JCiagara and drowned old Sanchez andi
liia whole party of prospectors, packers,
and pack mules, even tho Indians
seemed to shun it. Tho only survivor
of the tragedy was a lad of twelve, the
son of a Yankee miner, and his Mexican
wife a lad whose name was Leon Mac-

Nutt (MacXutt being the patronymic
and Leon the "Christian name given him
by his dark-eye- dark-haire- dark-skinne- d

mother); and Leon, swept
away in the ilood. was fished out at
dawn several miles below by a squad
of troopers from old Fort Retribution.
The little fellow was more dead than
alive, half drowned and sadly battered
and bruised by the flotsam and jetsam
of the wreck whirled along with hira
by tho raging waters, and for a time all
effort to revive hira failed. When at
last he was able to speak and tell his
name was lying a dainty du(lcd thc invitatio!, oy the
bed in a cool room, with such a gentle,
pitying, motherly face bending over
him and such soft hands caressing his
heavy crop of coal black hair, and be-

side the sweet womanly face was that
of a sturdy Saxon boy of about Leon's
own age, whoso blue eyes were full

and sympathetic interest. The
p the orphan seemed

to recognize was this other boy's. It
was. in answer to his questioning that
the bewildered patient feebly murmured
his namo, Leon MacNutt, and could
not at all understand the merriment In

" the room when his questioner turned
with grave, perplexed, incredulous
face to the two gentlemen uniform
standing by and wonde'ringly an-

nounced: "He says his name's Lay on
MacDuff."

; N And that was how the first boy of our
story camo to be hailed thereafter by
hia trooper friends as MacDuff instead

'

of tho patronymic to which he was en-

titled; even officers and ladies seemed
to find the title more whimsically at-

tractive than the pretty Spanish-Me- x

ican name of Leon, by which Sirs. Cul-

len, the captain's wife and. Randall's
mother, always addressed him. One of
the soldiers once referred to him as the
Waif of Apacho Canyon, but the .big
tears that arose to the boy's dark eyes
at any reference to the tragedy that
left him alone in the world crushed
that would-b- e witticism in the bud.,
.Without adoption, either formal or in-

formal, Leon hod become an Inmate of
Capt. Cullen's household from the mo- -'

ment of his arrival in 'Sergt. Kelly's
arms, and there he lived as Randall's
friend, fellow-schola- r and playmate for
sixteen- - months, by which time ho had
forgotten his sorrows and had
ferred to his protectors about all the
measure of love and gratitude ho had;
ever felt for his own parents.

And then came changes. F6r nearly
a year tho boys had roamed together
over the neighborhood, hunting and
fishing, riding their ponies, living a
healthy, active, out-do- life except
when at their lessons or asleep,
and tho bond between them had
grown stronger and stronger as
the days went by. But old Fort
Retribution, which was ono of the
relics of tho great war of tho rebellion,
and had been "located" by tho volun-

teers for temporary occupancy only,
' was ordered moved from the flats at

the southern side of the range over to:

a plateau several miles to tho cast. At
the same time tho regiment to which;

Leon's kind friends and protectors be-

longed was ordered eastward after
several years of exile, and a new and
strange command was to take Its place.
Captain and Mrs. Cullen had done what
they could for their foundling. They
fed and clothed, taught and eared for
him as they did for own, becauso
"Randy" had been pining for a play-

mate, and this littlo follow came op-

portunely Into his life. They had
furthermore done all that lay in their
power to secure for the orphan such
property ns might have been hta fa-

ther's, but this proved a difficult task.'
MacNutt had had a partner In his min-

ing ventures, but the partner swore,
stoutly that Mao hadn't a cent in the
world that wasn't swept away In tho
flood of Apache canyon; he even went

" so far as to declare that Mae owed him
money, and moro than once appeared

' at Retribution when times hard
at the mines saying ho thought tho of-

ficers or somebody ought to pay It se

they now had Mac's boy as se-

curity. II') generally compromised, as
he called it, however, with requests to
bo supplied with bacon, flour, coffeo

- and sugar at commissary prices, which
were far less than those at the mine3.

The soldiers found out that this man,
Muncey, by name, was In bad re- -

puto among his fellow miners, and
openly flouted him when ho camo
among them, but tho officers, unable
to prove anything, continued to show
courtesy to him even though they dis-

liked him.
' Capt. Cullcn's troop marched away
from Retribution in April, '72, just
as soon as Capt. Raymond's of tho th
cavalry arrived, Mrs. Cullen and Randy
in the meantime having been sent
away by stage to tho Colorado and
thence by steamer around to San Fran-
cisco. This was long beforo railroads
were known in Arizona. Rut weeks be-

fore the departure of the troop there
arrived at the old post a swarthy littlo
.fellow from Tucson, who announced
himself as a brother of the late Mrs.
MacXutt and as Leon's uncle. He had
come, he said, to take Leon back to his
mother's peoplo in Sonora. Ho brought
letters from odicials in .Tucson which
established his claim and was fortified
in his statements by MacNutt's former
partner, tho malodorous Muncey, who
came with him. The officers and tho
men had no claim upon theboy other
than those of friendship and affection.
They were his rescuers and supporters

that was all but Leon was by this
time fur more-America- thnw Mexican,
"far more Yank than Greaser," as tho
men expressed it and he not only
begged and prayed not to be taken
from them, but he kicked and scratched
und fought like a young bear cub when
finally forced away.

Mrs. Cullen and Randy were spared
that scene. She had been ailing a littlo
as a result of too long a stay on the
flats of old Retribution and had been
taken up to tho mountain perch of
Prescott for chancre of air while tho
packing for the move was going on,
Randall going with his mother, sorely
a?2Tieved because Leon was not in'

ho in little in stmt

littlo

In

their

wcro

colonel's wife. Capt. Cullen, probably,
was nartv to the arrangement. Ho
knew they could not keep Leon always,
and tho longer the stay the harder the
parting. Less than a week after Leon's
friend and playmate had gone his un
clo and partner appeared; less than a
fortnight and thc poor little fellow was
pulled off the buckboard in thc dusty
streets of Tucson and turned over to a
Mexican ' packer for transportation to
Sonora, and less than a month after tho
Cullens and "C" troop had left the
post, haggard, hlf starved, footsore
and in rags, littlo Leon reappeared ot
old Retribution almost as utter
stranger as when, half drowned, he
was borne thither in Sergt. Kelly'a
arms eighteen months before.

If you had lived a year or more in
certain village and knew every mem,

her of every household within four
blocks of your homo and were to be
taken away for a month or so, and re-

turning faint, footsore, hungry and In.

rags, yet thrilling with hope and joy
! at tho thouffht of being restored to
kind friends and hospitable firesides,
only to find everything but the houses
changed, you can fancy little Ijcon
dumb misery as ho dragged from door
to door along "Officers' Row," meeting
only total strangers. lie reached the old
post just about two o clock 01 a scorch'

nE nnououT letters from officials.;

lng May afternoon, when everybody
was seeking shelter within doors, and
the servants who camo to answer his
timid knock looked askance at the little:
black-eye- d ragamuffin, and could only'
say that tho people he sought were'
gone. lie had turned away with a.
choking sob from the third door, the
big house where the major of the
Eleventh cavalry used to live, not
knowing whither now to go, and had
sunk down upon tho steps in
utter desolation when he heard
through tho screen of the open window
a childish voice pleading: "It must bo
Leon, mamma. Do let mo call him,
back." And tho next minuto a flaxen-haire- d

girl of ton was at his side. Leon
never could toll just how it all came
about, lie remembered trying hard to
keep a stiff upper lip and be brave and

and tell his story calm-
ly and coherently, but he was weak,'
starved, crushed with tho bitterness of
his disappointments, nnd ho broke
down entirely and sobbed in utter
abandonment, and there was no moro
thought of siesta ?,t Capt. Foster's
quarters that afternoon. A pitying,
sympathetic group surrounded thc boy,
Mrs. Foster and her dn lighter Nellio
vying with ono another In ministering
to his wants, and other kind women
coming in from adjoining quarters as
tho story swiftly went tho rounds. It
was all over tho post in a few hours
how little Leon, who used to livo here
with tho Cullens as Randall's playmate
and friend, had escaped from tho paek- -

era In southern Arizona and made hia. and Ray wroto in eager delight to
way all those weary, blistering, desert, v . tho news.
miles, besnring a ride in freight wagons.
herding mules, trotting along behind1

the mail buckboard, sometimes tramp-
ing all alone, until he reached, at last,)
the familiar scenes, only to find that
his friends were fled. ;

No hospitality was ever warmer than,
that of the soldier in thoso old frontier;
days. Tramp or vagabond, gypsy,
greaser or .Indian, it made no differ-
ence, even vagrant dogs never knew
what it was to be turned away

The Fosters took tho little
stranger for tho time being, at least,
because they knew the Cullcns well,
and mcctirfg them in San Francisco,
had heard Leon's story from their own
lips, though never dreaming they were
to see him soon. They and the other
new families were kind to him as peo-

ple well oould be, and yet, though
grateful, it was plain tne boy coma noi
be consoled. They were tearing down
the frame barracks, and in the midst of
the move to the new site some of tho
troops being already there encamped
when Leon reappeared, and he watched
tho process of dismantling with leaden
heart. Tho only real homo he had
ever known was being ripped to pieces
before his very eyes, and ho could not
bear it. While the new officers and
men were strangers to him, there was
slill at tho post his first protector, old
Scrjrt. Kelly, newly appointed
ordnance sergeant, and retained there
after the departure of his old regi-

ment. There were tho hospital steward
and his family, and tho clerks and em-

ployes about the trader's store, as well
us tho men at the quartermaster's
corral; they knew him well, but they,
too, were in the midst of prepara- -

ifMir
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THE TROOPERS GAVE HIM FOOD.

tion for the move. They were
full of sympathy for him and
of distrust of Muncey, thc

and of Manuel Cardoza, the
maternal uncle. They believed implic-
itly Leon's story of his transportation.
The boy said that Uncle Manuel had
treated him fairly well until they were
south of the Gila river, Muncey had
left then and gone back to tho Santa
Anita, after signing and exchanging
some papers with Manuel at a ranch on
tho Auga Fria. Leon could tell little
about his journey southward. Tho
driver of tho buckboard had made a
place for him among the mail sacks,
and there ho cried himself to sleep at
nicrht. But Instead of taking him back
to Aunt Carmen, of whom his mother
had often told him, Uncle Manuel had
turned him over to this boss packer at
Tucson, and Leon soon found thero
was something wrong. Instead of tak
ing the southward trail, the pack train
was traveling eastward day after day,
and he learned presently that they
were goto!? to old Fort Crittenden far
over where the Clnrleahua Apaches,
under Cochise, their famous leader,
were then in thc height of their bloody
work. Mrs. Cullen had taught Randall
and him thc beautiful constellations in
the cloudless Arizona skies, and from
thc polo star by night and tho sun by
day lie knew they wcro never going to
ward Ileraosillo his mothers far
Sonora home. .Then ho overheard
talk among the packers that boded ill
for him. Manuel had reasons for want-

ing to "get him out of tho way" was all
he could make of it, and if ho wasn't
"lost," as they expressed it, beforo they,
reached thc Sierra lionita, he must bo

"lost" there where it could bo

laid to Cochise and tho Chiricahuas.
Terrified, tho boy still kept hia
wits. They passed a wagon train,
a quartermaster's "outfit," west-

ward bound, one day, and that
evening, soon after dark, ho slipped out
of camp, and all alone and afoot, took
tho back track across tho desert, and
after an all night tramp, caught tho
train with its soldier escort just ns it
was starting on the next stage. Tho
troopers gave him food and a place to
sleep under 'tho canvas cover of one of
tho wagons. Leon was carried back to
Tucson safely, but from thero homo to
the old post far up to the north was a
matter of days and weeks. Ho had got
there at last, worn and weary, but
something told him it wouldn't be long
before Uncle Manuel and Muncey were
after him again, speedily learning that
ho had rcturnod to his friends instead
of being "lost," as the packers might
say. among their foes, tho Chiricahuas,
He warned his soldier friends, old and
new, that he would not and dare not
return to his uncle's control. Tho
nroblom. therefore, was what to do
with him until Capt, and Mrs. Cullen
could bo heard from, and the solution
came ouicker than raicrht havo been
exp'octcd. Senior captain of his regi-

ment when it left Arizona, Cullen was
looking forward to promotion to tho
grade of majop within the year, and
probably in his own old regiment. iui
one of those sudden and unlookcd for
opportunities occurred that are so char-
acteristic of army life. Maj. Wharton
of tho th cavalry, the new regiment
just.reaching Arizona, concluded that
he would rather retire with the three-quarter- s'

pay of that grade after thirty
years of hard service than go out to tho
desert and desolato land of Arizona for
four years more. Capt. Cullen, pro-

moted major of the th cavalry, vlco
Wharton, retired, would soon return to
tho very station he had so recently left.
Leon's best friends were coming back,

This was about mid-Jun- Ulazmg
hot and dry were tho days and breeze-les- s

tho nights, a most unfavorable
time for travel to and fro across the
Arizona deserts, but Maj. Cullen was
losing not an hour. He was a man
who had seen much service among tho
Apache Indians, knew their haunts
and habits, and was both feared and
trusted by them. No sooner was the
old regiment fairly out of Arizona, and
"before the new one was fairly in, there
flew a hurried dispatch to San Francis-,c- o

that was flashed on across the Sior-ra- s

and Rockies and caught tho new
major at Omaha. In brief words it
told him that there was universal up-

rising among the Apaches and asked
how soon he could return, as the gen-

eral commanding held open for him an
important command. In twenty-fou- r

hours the reply was at Drum barracks.
"Start this morning. Expect mo by
25th."

TO D CONTIKCED.l

SENT AS WRITTEN.

A Story of a Badly Spelled Message Bent
by Telegraph.

Several years ago a young man,
whom we will call II , was employed
as night operator in a small town in
Illinois.

The serond night of his services a
circus arrived In town and with It a
great many farmers from the sur-

rounding country. II went on duty
at seven o'clock iu tho evening. About
an hour later a stranger came in to
send a telegram. As soon a3 he had
written and paid for tho message tho
operator sat down to tho instrument
nnd proceeded to tick off the telegram,
which was brief, and read, not includ
ing address and signature:

"Have sean the party send mee the
nniney."

When the operator had nearly fin-

ished sending the message the receiv-

ing operator telegraphed back: "What
you giviu' us?" referring to tho spelling
in the meiisugc.

The rules of the Western Union com
pany prohibit any conversation on tho
wire between operators, but neverthe
less this rule is frequently broken. It is
also a strict rule that messages shall
always ba sent and words r.polled as
they are written, even if, as is oltcn
the case, the words arc spelled wrongly.

Rut at thc time H took thi3 job
he was as ignorant of the.c rules as an
Indian, so to tlio operator s query as to
what he was "givin' him" ho replied
thusly: "Makft it read: 'Have seen tho
:party, send me the money.' "

"That s more like it," said the receiv-
ing operator.

"I guess the bloko that wrote it
never saw thc inside of a school," said
the sending brass pounder.

Thc next mo.icnt ho was chilled to
tho marrow by thc soft words that
wafted o'er his shoulder:

"Young fellow, that was a cipher
message. I am a detective and also an
operator. I heard your remarks on the
wire, and if you doa't send that mos--

khito the wav I wrote it I shall sue
vour blamed company for fifty thousand
dollars. And, further, if you don't
take back and apologizo for the re
marks you made about my schooling I
will pound ybur head off." These words
came from the "bloke" that wroto tho
message.

It Is superfluous to add that the apol-

ogy was forthcoming and tho telegram
sent again according to the "bloke's"
rules for spelling. Chicago 1 nter Ocean.

IlBlf-Prlr- o.

It is not without cause that the term
"hard-headed- " has so often been ap-

plied to the residents of rural districts
In N'cw England. Not long ago a dusty,
tired-lookin- g man presented himself at
the desk in tho one hotel of a New Eng
land town, and said he wanted a room

till six o'clock the next morning. "I've
cat my supper, an' I shall be olT beforo
breakfast," ho said, gravely, to tho
clerk. "Now what would be your low-

est price for a room to sleep in?"

Fifty cents, if you leov ut six o clock
morning," was tne repiy.

"Well, now, wouldn't a quarter mako

it jest about right, then?" said the way-

farer, producing a battered twenty-five-ce-

piece. "Yon sec I'm all excited up
travelin', an' I don't expect to sleep

more'n half tho time I'm in there!"
Youth's Companion.

A Claim to Fume.

"It was in Terth," says Sir, I. Zar,g- -

will, "that, puzzling over a grimy
statue, I was accosted by a barefooted
nowsboy with his raucous cry of 'Ilair-r-al-

Glasgow Hair-r-nld- !'

" 'I'll take one,' quoth I, 'If you'll tell
me whose statue that Is.'

" 'Tls Ilabbie Bums,' replied he, on

tho noil.
" 'Thank you,' said I. taking the

paper. 'And what did ho do to deserve
the statue?' My newsboy scratched his
head. Perceiving his embarrassment,
a party of his friends down the street
called out in stentorian chorus: 'Ay,

tis Rabble llurns."
" 'Rut what did he do to descrvo tho

8tatuc?'J I thundered back. They hung
their heads. At last my newsboy re-

covered himself; his face brightened.
'Well?' said I again, 'what did he do to
deserve this statue?

" 'lie deed!' answered the intelligent
little man." Household Words.

Hint for Dud-De- bt Collertors.
An aged lady complained to o Lon

don magistrate that, because she was a
little behind with her reut, her land
lady followed her to church and asked
for it there. The landlady came Into
the pew, alongside her, and when she
was iolninc in the responses was con- -

Ktantlv whisnerinsr to her about the
rent. When it camo to the response,
"inclino our hearts," tho landlady
would add: "to pay our rent." Tho
magistrate said it was very annoying,
but there was nothing Illegal In it.

Dollv
Wo All WoAdcr.

Swift (thoughtfnlly)--
dor

Sallv Gav What, dear?

I won'

Dollv Swift Why there doesn't seem
to bo any fun about , anything that is
strictly prjper?--Trot- h.

Bee that ITAjib m
J! and HiH i; are --r4
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